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Mxs. ARNOLD, 


Mapan, 


In offering the following lines to 


your peruſal, I betray, perhaps, an 
unpardonable temerity. An authorels, 
new to the w orl, labours under in- 
numerable difficulties; inexperienced 
as I am, what can I expect? the cen- 
{ure of criticiſm from ſome, the ſmile 
of contempt from others. Your un- 
erring judgment, the candor and libe- 
rality of your ſentiments, with the 
virtues and accompliſhments which ſo 
eminently diſtinguiſh your amiable 
family, are ſufficient to flatter the va- 


nity of any one permitted to call you 
4 2 


Liv 1 


friend; yet, believe me, Madam, when 


I affure you, the acknowledging you 
as my patroneſs is not my ſole induce- 
ment for thus addreſſing you; it is my 
higheſt gratification thus publicly to 
acknowledge the obligation I owe 
you, for the maternal kindneſs I expe- 
rienced while under your care. Iam 
well aware you will find many errors 
in theſe trifling productions. I can 


only hope you will peruſe them with 


your uſual candor, and believe me to 


be, with unfeigned reſpect, 


Madam, 
Your obliged and ever grateful 
M. A. CHANTRELL. 


AY 


L 


ADDRESS ro Taz SUBSCRIBERS. 


WHEN Fancy to me her aſſiſtance firſt lent, 
To amuſe my own thoughts was my only intent; 
The wiſh of a few partial friends have prevail'd, 
Oer the vanity their foothing flattery aſſail'd; 
Yet, ere I conſented in print to appear, 
"Twas requiſite courage ſhould teach metobear 
The laugh of the critic, the ſneer of contempt, 
With ridicule's ſmile at the fooliſh attempt. 
Arm'd with reſolution, at length I preſume, 
To publiſh theſe trifles, nor ſigh at their doom. 
But let me be ſerious, nor longer provoke, 
The contempt of my friends by attempts at a 
joke. 


In truth I feel my anxious boſom beat, 


And from the awful trial would retreat : 


3 


1 

Tis now too late, oh! let me then implore, 
Your candor as you read the pages o'er, 
Kindly o'erlook the faults, and, oh! excuſe 
An inexperienced and unpoliſh'd muſe. 

To you, reſpectable and generous friends, 
My boſom warm with gratitude expands, 
No bluſh my cheek ſuffuſes, while I own 
My obligations for your kindneſs ſhown, 
For kindneſs far exceeding my deſert, 
All my return muſt be a grateful heart. 


Txt AUTHORESS. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


ON ENVY. 


Tux paſſion of Envy ſeems to be a curſe 


That 1s entail'd upon mortality, 


As it is found in almoſt every breaſt; 
And oh! when once it gains aſcendant there, 


- * . * * 
What labor it requires to chace it thence! 5 


VUnleſs we keep ſtrict watch on all our actions, 


We ſoon, alas! too ſoon, muſt feel its laſh. 
Such 1s the frailty of our mortal nature, 
That it admits this vile, diſgraceful paſſion, 
And gives it preference to every other; 10 
Though 1n reality 'tis moſt unſolid. | 
With no advantage can it be attended, 

No pleaſure it affords to its poſſeſſor, 


But ever proves a cruel ſelf tormentor. 


Its worſt, laſt refuge, is to vent itſelf 15 


S. 
CANT 
9c þ© 


2 ox ENVY. 6 


In calumay, whoſe name would, otherwiſe, 
In filent, deep oblivion have been buried: 
But toſuchlengths doesthis vile paſſion lead us, 
That when we fail our purpoſe to effect, 


We have recourſe to virulent abuſe ; 20 
Sorry am I it may with truth be ſaid, 

Too frequently with undeſerved ſucceſs, 

The giddy, thoughtleſs, and ill-natured world 
Have always their ears open to detraction; 
They ſeldom ſtrive to mitigate a fault, 25 
But more atrocious render it by calumny : 
Whereas, if they would firſt awhile conſider, 


Then, if occaſion offers, cenſure mildly ; 


Thoſe characters, which now appearindifferent, 
| Might be, perhaps, found good and amiable. 
How various its effects on human minds, 31 
All fo diſguſting, though ſo different. 

The envious man is always ſure to nouriſh, - 
Within himſelf, a ſlow, conſuming poiſon, 
He pines at other's merit and good fortune; 95 
Sickens at praiſe, that's not on him beſtow'd; 


ON ENVY. 3 


Blames partial fortune for diſpenſing favors 
To any but himſelf, 


Now change the ſcene, 
And ſee the fair Cleora in the glare [ eyes 40 
Of birth-night pomp array'd, with ſparkling 
She haſtes to join the dance, and for awhile 
Enjoys the ſplendor of the motley ſcene. 

At length, ſome newer beauty comes in view, 
With ſilent admiratjon all behold her; 44 
Her dreſs, her form, her features, ſoon become 
The ſubjects of their praiſe, and poor Cleora 
Stands, midſt the crowd, neglected and un- 


noticed. 
What envy now ſwells her late peaceful breaſt ! 
Each little female art ſhe tries t' allure 49 
The ſenſeleſs throng; and when ſhe finds it vain, 
Flies the now hateful place, in envious rage. 
Defend me, Heaven, from this deteſted vice; 
Ne'er let it gain dominion o'er my foul ; 
B 2 


4 ABSENCE, 


Still let me view, with unfeigned pleaſure view, 
Thoſe bounties Providence beſtows on others, 
And learn, with gratitude, to bleſs my lot. 56 


—_— 


4 3 3 2 N::0- E 


A PASTORA L. 


On! aſk not the cauſe of my tears, 
Or why I thus penſively ſtray ; 
Alas! I am quite in deſpair, 


My Anna, my love, is away: 60 
My Anna, the pride of the plain, 

The delight of my boſom is gone; 
Then wonder no more at my pain, 

My Anna will never return. 


II. 
Oh! did you, my ſhepherdeſs, know, 65 
My Anna by all was admired, 
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ABSENCE. 5 


She was all the kind gods could beſtow, 
She was all my fond wiſhes deſired: 


And yet this unkind one would go, 


And leave her fond Strephon to mourn, 70 
Alas! what can equal my woe? 
My Anna will never return. 


III. 
My Anna was generous and kind, 
Her perſon was form'd to engage, 
She to youthful vivacity join'd 75 
The experience and wiſdom of age: : 
All our ſhepherds my Anna adores, 
All our fair ones with envy did burn, 
Their envy will now be no more, 
My Anna will never return. 80 


IV. 


She was affable, mild, and ſerene, 
A ſtranger to folly and pride, 
BY 


6 ABSENCE. 


In her every virtue was ſeen, 
Strict honor was ever her guide: 
What ſadneſs reigns over the plain, 85 
Since ſhe from among us is flown, 
Even echo repeats the ſad ſtrain, 
That Anna will never return. 


V. 
I have nothing to do but complain, 
No amuſements my mind can relieve, go 
From the ſong, or the dance on the green, 
No pleaſure I now can receive: 


My pipe I neglected throw by, 


My flocks are all ſtraying forlorn, 
My life I no longer enjoy, 95 
Since Anna will never return, 


VI. 
Say, have you my dear Anna ſeen, 
Ah! where is my ſhepherdeſs flown ? 


EPITAPH. 7 


Her abſence makes gloomy each ſcene, 
Wich her every pleaſure is gone: 100 
But, alas! 'tis in vain to repine, 
dhe has left me in ſorrow to mourn, | 
No more in your ſports can I join, 
My Anna will never return. 


rA 


Ir lovelineſs of perſon, join'd with ſenſe, 105 
Good nature, wit, and ſpotleſs innocence, 

If the fair bloom of early youth could ſave, 
This marble had not told Eliza's grave. 
Scarce ſixteen ſummers haſtily had flown 

Ere her Creator mark'd her for his own - 110 
The mandate ſign d, his miniſter of fate 

Call'd her from hence, to a far better ſtate; 
Where, ſafe from danger, from temptation free, 
She dwells above to all eternity. 


24 


ON 


HIS MAJESTY'S 


HAPPY RECOVERY, | 
22d Mack, 1789. 


Far HER Ofall, vat grateful thanks we owe 115 
To thee from whomſuch various comforts flow, 
Fr rom whom fuch daily bleſſings we receive, 
By whoſe indu] gent power alone we live; 
How graciouſly haſt thou inclined thine ear, 
To an afflicted people's ardent prayer; 120 
Granted the timely ſuccour they implored, 
And our loved monarch once again reſtored. 
Unite, thrice happy Britons, heart and voice, 
And grateful in the bleſt event rejoice ; | 124 
Adore that powerſ upreme, whoſe helping hand 


Has ſaved from ruin this devoted land. 


HIS MAJESTY'S RECOVERY. 9 


May our thankſgivings, Lord, before thee riſe, 
An humble, yet accepted ſacrifice. 


Thou Willis too, who in a happy hour, 129 
Received from Providence thy healing power; 


How haſt thou calm'd an anxious nation's woes, 
How nobly haſt thou triumph'd o'er thy foes, 


How nobly earn'd a well-deſerved reward! 


Alovereign'slove,a grateful world's regard! 134 
And when thou'rt ſummon'd to a better ſtate, 


Rewards more glorious thy acceptance wait. 
Thurlow, whoſe faith no intereſt could ſhake, 
Nobly refuſed his monarch to forſake, 

For his ſtrift loyalty {hall be adored, 

And rifing nations ſhall his worth record: 140 
But Pitt to future ages ſhall be known, 

The guardian genius of the Britiſh throne. 


— — 
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rr. 
DECEMBER, 2789. 


Hair! ſons of f reedom, who, with ardor fired, 
Maintain the cauſe by Liberty inſpired; 144 
Hail ſons of freedom, who would bravely die, 
In that bleſt cauſe, which cowards only fly. 
The bounteous God of nature ne'er deſign d 
To fetter or enſlave the human mind; 
Much leſs inveſt with fierce tyrannic power, 
A monarch's hand, thoſe favorites of an hour; 
With glittering gems, the ſovereign's robe is 
ſpread, 151 


And circling diadems ſurround his head ; 


Oft on his temples wreaths of laurels ſhine, 
And gazing multitudes hail him divine. 

Yet ſtill his life, like ours, is but a ſpan, 155 
And after all, the monarch's but a man, 
Subject, like us, to pain, diſeaſe, and grief, 


And few, much fewer, friends to give relief. 


LIBERTY, 11 


Oh! may each ſon of freedom ſtill be brave, 


And never condeſcend to be a ſlave. 160 
Hark! hark! the drum now beats to war's 
alarms, 


And the loud trumpet calls to arms, to arms; 


Behold how the gay colors wave around! 
The muſic plays, there's magick in the ſound. 
The ſordid miſer quits his idol, gold, 165 
And in the cauſe of freedom dares be bold. 
That man whoſe little infants round him ſmile, 
And in ſoft liſping words his hours beguile, 
No ſooner hears the martial trumpet ſwell, 
Than he reſolves to bid them all farewell! 170 
In vain his lovely partner ſpeaks her woe, 
And, bathed in tears, entreats him not to go; 
With heartfelt anguiſh her diſtreſs he hears, 
But arm'd with courage, he withſtands her tears; 
On her his parting bleſſing he beſtows, 175 


And in the cauſe of freedom, meets her foes. 


The youthful lover quits his promiſed ſair, 


And fearleſs braves the horrors of the war ; 


12 LIBERTY, 


All fly with eagerneſs to join the fight, 
And in the cauſe of liberty unite. 180 
Hail, favor'd iſland, happy Britain, hail! 
Oer whoſe bleſt plains ſtill freedom's.charms 
prevail ; 
Where wars and tumults are alike unknown, 
And gentle peace ſtill guards the Britiſh throne, 
May thy lov'd ſovereign, and his gracious queen, 
Still in their ſubjetts grateful boſoms reign; 186 
May they and their fair offspring ſtill a 
Health and felicity without alloy. 
May Heaven ſtill on Britannia bleſſings pour, 
While diſtant nations to her fertile ſnore, 190 
Though envying, yet admiring, ſtill reſort; 
May Pitt ſtill reign the favorite of her court, 
Still uncorrupted live, with virtue fired, 
Loved by his friends, een by his foes admired. 
Still may religion flouriſh, virtue ſmile, 195 
And peace and plenty bleſs our ſea-girt iſle. 


(130 
ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT, 


i morimur. 
© 
In a ſmall ſpot of ground, by turf o'ergrown, 
No monumental ſtone to grace it's head, 
A tender mother's anxious cares repoſe, 


All a fond father's deareſt hopes are laid. 200 


II. 
Alas! dear babe! why art thou gone ſo ſoon? 
Couldſt thou the future ills of life foreſee, 
Couldſt thou thus early taſte the bitter cup, 
Loaththe unpleaſant draught,and fromit flee, 


| III. 
Or didft thou, ſweet one, dread misfortunes 
frowns, 205 
: Did this bad world alarm thy tender fears? 
That thou art fled to realms of endleſs bliſs 
And fill'd thy parents eyes with flowing tears. 


I 


ON THE DEATH, &c. 


Oh! highly favor'd infant, to eſcape 
The trials human frailty muſt endure, 210 
Sometimes almoſt too much for man to bear, 

And which in vain he calls on death tocure. 


14 


V. _ 
Sleep on, dear boy, in peace ſecurely ſleep; | 
Far from thoſe heavy trials thou art flown, 
Thy ſpotleſs innocence will thee ſecure 215 
Admiſſion to thy great Creator's throne, 


VI. 
What thou gh no bard declares thy name or 
birth, 
Nor ſculptured ſtone points out thy place 


of reſt; 
Maternal love ſhall guide me to thy grave, 
And memory fix thy image in my breaſt, 220 


43 * 
x 
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ON HEARING A SERMON. 15 


VII. 
A mother's grief for her loſt child forgive; 
Condemn not, Heaven, the anguiſh of har 
mind, 
Whoownsthe ſtroke, though hard to bear, is juſt, 
And ſtands corrected, though not yet reſign d. 


. 
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On hearing a Sermon preached in the Proteſtant 


Chapel at O—, in Flanders, by the Rev. Dr. T. 


WHAT means this ſtrange unuſual dread J feel, 


While in this temple of my God I kneel ? 226 


Why are my ſpirits thus depreſt by fear, 
While I ſuch ſacred truths from Lucio hear? 
When he the ſhort, but awful filence breaks, 
I hear, and almoſt think an angel ſpeaks; 230 
When from his lips ſuch heavenly precepts flow, 
I feel my breaſt with animation glow ; 

Such pious rules in every ſentence given, 

To teach us good, and point the way to heaven; 


16 ON HEARING A SERMON. 


To teach us true religion to hold dear, 235 
Vice to deteſt, and virtue to revere, 


Our lives from ill, by gentleſt means to lure, 


And teach our ſouls ſalvation to procure: 


Oh! Lucio, what true eloquence is thine, 

How does each ſentence glow with warmth 
divine! 240 

Thy heavenly language ſhould our thoughts 
control, 

Inſtead of which, ſadneſs invades my ſoul. 

You ſay tis difficult ourſelves to know, 

Tis difficult indeed you truly ſhew: 

Do you ſuppoſe your levity can pleaſe, 245 

Or that the ſacred robe with wit agrees ? 

To raiſe the laugh againſt, thoſe you ſelec, 

From whom your ſacred function claims reſpect, 

Who love religion with a heart ſincere, 

Nor dare to trifle with its miniſter, 250 

Oh Lord! vouchſafe to raiſe my thoughts to 
thee, | 


When I in Lucio's prefence bend my knee, 


| 


ILL TREATMENT, &c. 17 


Oh let me not his private converſe ſcan, 
But in the miniſter forget the man. 

Then ſhall my ſoul his doctrine approve, a 
Hear him with reverence, reſpect, and love, 
Admire his precepts, not his foibles ſee, 
Andthink, my God, alone on heaven and thee. 


On the ill Treatment of the Indians on board 
the 


Indiaman, Oftend 1792. 


To cheer the priſoner in his gloomy cell, 
The clouds of ſorrow from his brow diſpel, 260 
To ſooth the melancholy captive's pains, 
Teach him with fortitude to bear his chains; 
To bid the ſuffering wretch ceaſe to repine, 
To calm his griefs, great Howard, once was 
thine. | 
Nor that alone, with ſoft perſuaſive art, 265 
You offer'd comfort to the breaking heart; 
C 


8 
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18 ILL TREATMENT 


Sweet conſolation you were wont to ſpeak, 

And dry the tear-from drooping virtue's cheek; 

Even at the moment of departing breath, 

You cheer'd with hope the bitter pangs of 
death; 270 

Taught the poor penitent to be reſign'd, | 

And pour'd inſtruction on the ſavage mind. 

Oh! thou whoſe name will live beyond the 
tomb, 

Whoſe fame will live in ages yet to come: 274 

Couldſt thou behold what paſſes here below, 

Howard, thy noble heart would burſt with woe: 

Thy generous breaſt would heave compaſſion's 
ſigh, 

And pity's tender tear fall from thine eye. 

Is then humanity with Howard fled ? 

Is tenderneſs, compaſhon, pity dead? 280 

Are the mild virtues baniſh'd from mankind ? 

Ah, no! but they to Britain are confin'd. 


OF INDIANS. 19 


Here Auſtria's duke the royal ſceptre bears, 
The imperial diadem great Francis wears, 
With every noble, manly virtue graced, 285 
Adored by thoſe whom fate have near him 
placed; 
He rules the empire with mild, gentle ſway, 
And diſtant we his juſt commands obey, 
Diſtant, his clemency and mercy bleſs, 


| Yet feel oppreſſion he cannot redreſs. 290 


Here the rich great oppreſs the humble poor, 


Juſtice and mercy are, alas! no more. 


Here India's hapleſs ſons, o'erwhelmed by grief, 
Forced by diſtreſs to ſupplicate relief, 
Reduced by coldand want, togreateſtneed; 295 
No Howard lives, their helpleſs cauſe to plead. 
Lured by a tyrant from their native plain, 
They tempt the dangers of the faithleſs main; 
From India's burning ſoil, at his command, 
They come to periſh in a diſtant land. 300 
C 2 


20 ILL TREATMENT, &c. 


Bluſh thou, who from Hibernia's iſte came o'er, 
To ſeek protection on a foreign ſhore, 

Born to a ſervile Rate, and raiſed to power, 
(Thy poor dependants may regret the hour) 
To love, you owe the fortune you enjoy, 305 
That fortune made by thoſe you now deſtroy. 
The bounteous author of your bliſsful ſtate, 
Made India's treaſures your acceptance wait. 
Ah! baſe ingratitude, what a return! 309 
For India's wealth, you make her natives mourn. 
Ye rich, ye great, who ſortune's gifts poſſeſs, 
View the expiring wretches deep diſtreſs. 
Oh! could my pen do juſlice to the theme, 
And paint their miſery in the extreme. 

Alas! 'tis vain, oh! pity then their fate, 313 
Let them your aid not vainly ſupplicate. 
Oh! liſten to compaſſion's gentle voice, 

For once be generous, make their heartsrejoice; 
Ye, who to Britain's iſle your being owe, 

Oh! let ſweet mercy in your boſoms glow; 320 


1 


DEATH, &c. 21 


Let not this clime your native warmth allay, 
The dictates of a feeling ſoul obey: 
Let noble actions now your birth proclaim, 


Shew you are Britons, and deſerve the name. 


uu = 


— — 


ON THE 


DEATH OF THE KING OF FRANCE, 
2793s 
Ar length the cruel ſentence is decreed, 925 
The fatal mandate ſign'd, Louis muſt bleed, 
Condemn'd by wretches, with keen malice 
fraught, | 
(The ſoul recoils with horror at the thought!) 
To a baſe rabble, {tain'd by every vice, 
The unhappy monarch falls a ſacrifice, 330 
The murderer fulfils their ſtern command, 
Nor ſtops at majeſty his impious hand. 
Say,wretch! couldſt thou obey the orders given, 


Nor dread the vengeance of offended Heaven! 


CI 


22 DEATH or THE 


Oh! ſay, did not thy trembling hand refuſe, 335 
The fatal inſtrument of death to uſe ? 

That hand, not lifted up againſt a foe, 

But raiſed to lay thy ſovereign maſter low. 
Ah, no! thou vileſt of the human race, 

Well haſt thou fill'd thy ſanguinary place; 340 
Thy cruelty through ages ſhall be famed, 
And thou hereafter with contempt be named. 
Hope ſhall forſake thee at the hour of death, 
Nor ſooth the moment of departing breath; 
Art the laſt day, before thy Maker's throne, 345 
Where all muſt for their evil deeds atone, 
Thy ſlaughter'd king, with glory crown'd, ſhall 
| ſhine, 

And with his blood thy condemnation ſign. 
May that courageous hand be ever bleſt, 
Which aim'd the dagger at the villain's breaſt, 
Who ſlew, to glut his ſavage ears and eyes, 351 
With his late ſovereign's expiring ſighs. 


KING OF FRANCE. 23 


This action, Paris, ſhall inſure thy fame, 
And diſtant nations learn to love thy name. 
Father of all, is this the lot of kings? 355 
Are theſe the joys the imperial purple brings? 
Are theſe the comforts that a throne ſurround? 
Are theſe the pleaſures in a palace found? 
Happier, far happier, is the lot of thoſe, 
Who in the vale of humbler life repoſe; 360 
Who by hard labor earn their ſcanty ſtore, 
Enjoy their homely meal, then work for more; 
Who riſe refreſh'd, and go to ſleep in peace, 
Unenvying thoſe who live in ſlothful eaſe. 
Unhappy Louis! thy untimely fate 365 


Will to thy country enemies create, 


Thoſe who humanity's dittates obey, 
Will with contemptuous indignation ſay, 
Is this the nation for politeneſs famed? 


Is this banditti a convention named? 370 
Are theſe the people who for freedom cry? 


Do theſe baſe wretches aim at hberty, 
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[ 24 DEATH OF THE 
| 
| 


Preſume the ways of Providence to ſcan, 
Talk of equality, and rights of man? 

Do they pretend to keep the world in awe, 375 
Pretend to give the neighbouring nations law? 


Oh! may thoſe neighbouring powers unite, to 
pour 

Their wrathful fury on the Gallic ſhore; 
Through the whole country deſolation bring, 
Puniſh the rebels, and revenge the king; 380 
That wretched king, whoſe blood unjuſtly ſhed, 
Calls for ſwift vengeance on his murderer's head. 
Unhappy monarch, thou art now at peace, 


Thy long experienced forrows now mult ceaſe; 


Sorrows that would have tempted to deſpair, 
Religion has enabled thee to bear. 380 
At laſt thy cruel ſufferings are o'er, 


Thy perſecutors can torment no more. 


What though no ſtone points out thy place of 


reſt, . 


Thy memory ſhall live in every breaſt! 390 


| 
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KING OF FRANCE. 25 


Ages to come ſhall thy misfortunes hear, 
And o'er thy grave drop pity's tender tear; 
While thy ungrateful ſubjects' airy ſcheme 
Of happineſs ſhall vaniſh like a dream; 304 
While deep remorſe ſhall dwell in every breaſt, 
And guilty conſcience ſhall forbid them reſt. 
Eſtrang'd from heaven, they can enjoy no peace; 
Religion baniſh'd, happineſs mult ceaſe. 
Religion, honor, are, alas! no more, 
Virtue is baniſh'd from loſt Gallia's ſhore. 400 
The avenging hand of an almighty Power, 
Will on the guilty ſtate deſtruction ſhower : 
Paris, that ſeat of elegance and eaſe, 

Will be no more admired, no more will pleaſe; 
No more its pleaſures envy will excite, 405 
Its ſtately palaces no more delight, 

But ſtain'd by vice, torn by domeſtic Jars, 

A prey to foreign and to civil wars, 

Its baſe inhabitants, deſpiſed by all, 

Shall mourn with tears, their hapleſs country's 


fall; | 410 


26 DEATH OF THE 


And in that fall, and their own ruin, find 

The puniſhments for regicides defign'd. 

Heaven guard our monarch, and defend his 
cauſe, 

Preſerve our conſtitution and our laws, 

From foreign murderers and domeſtic foes, 415 

Who now their treacherous deſigns diſcloſe. 

May every Britiſh ſubject now unite, 

With heart and hand to join the glorious fight; 


May Providence vouchſafe their arms to guide, 
To chaſtiſe Gallic inſolence and pride. 420 
But fee where Holland, Portugal, and Spain, 
With England joins, triumphant on the main; 
Their gallant navy rides, each honeſt tar, 
Anticipates the honors of the war. 424 
T he blood of murdered Louis from the grave 
Cries for revenge, incites them to be brave, 
Prompts them to make the widow's cauſe their 
own, 


And place an orphan on his father's throne. 


QUEEN or FRANCE. 27 


By acts like theſe, to Albion it is given, 429 
To be the favor'd iſle of bounteous heaven; 
For acts like theſe, this happy iſle receives 
The daily bleſſing which the Almighty gives: 
Such virtuous acts the beſt of bleſſings brings, 
The beſt of governments, the beſt of kings. 


May Providence that beſt of kings preſerve, 435 
And Britain's ſons thoſe bleſhngs ſtill deſerve. 


ON THE 

DEATH OF THE QUEEN OF FRANCE, 
1793s 

An! fay, what means this hollow dreadful cry! 
This ſudden gloom, that thus invades the ſky! 
The ſun, refuſing his accuſtom'd light, 439 
Juſt uſhers in the morn, then ſhrinks from ſight: 
Thedeep-ton'dbell,with ſolemn ſound and (low, 
Expreſſive of ſome yet unheard of woe, 
Mournfully diſmal, tolls in awful ſtate, 
Sad harbinger of loſt Maria's fate. 
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28 DEATH OF THE 


Thy years, thy days, alas! unhappy queen, 445 
How few, and full of ſorrow have they been 
Seven luſtres ſcarce with haſty wing are fled, 
And thou art number'd with the filent dead : 
The meaſure of thy woes is now complete ; 
Thus art thou fallen a victim to deceit. 450 
Alas! thy youth, thy beauty, could not move 
That ſavage race, who now fo fully prove 
The ſanguinary malice of their hearts, 
And cauſe thy fall by treachery's vileſt arts. 
Whate'er thy crimes, thy errors may have been, 
We truſt thy puniſhment on earth was ſeen; 456 
That God, 6-8 orders all things for the beſt, 
Calls thee to heaven, as a place of reſt; 
That the recording angel, with a tear, 
Blots out thy crimes, and gives thee entrance 
there. 400 
Where in loud praiſe, with harmony divine, 


Thy grateful voice the angelic choir ſhall join, 


QUEEN OF FRANCE, 29 


Where for that crown, whence all thy miſery 
flows, 
The great Supreme a heavenly crown beſtows. 
Such is the wiſh, ſuch is the ardent prayer, 465 
Of thoſe, who o'er thy ſufferings ſhed a tear: 
Nor ſhall thy murder unrevenged remain, 
Gallia's beſt blood ſhall dye the warlike plain; 
While thy juſt cauſe, the avenging [word ſhall 
wield, 469 
Proud Gallia's ſons ſhall ſtrew the hoſtile field. 
War, dire, deſtructive war, ſhall ſpread around, 
And Paris walls with famine's cries reſound; 
The widow and the orphan {hall deplore, 
With tears the crimes that ſtain the Gallic ſhore, 
And feeling their own miſeries, on too late 475 
The baſe injuſtice of their ſovereign's fate. 
Peace, gentle ſpirit, to thy injured ſhade, 
The malice of thy foes cannot invade 
Thy ſilent tomb, there ſhall thy ſorrows ceale, 
There ſhalt thou reſt in everlaſting peace, 480 
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30 DEATH OF THE 


Till that greatday,when ſummoned by thy God, 
To burſt the bonds, and quit that laſt abode, 
Thy ſoul releaſed, ſhall take its flight above, 
And ſoar to realms of endleſs joy and love. 


What though no lone, with gaudy ſculpture 
dreſs'd, 485 


Marks out the grave where thy cold aſhes reſt; 


What though no tuneful bard, in poliſh'd lays, 
Fills the long page with ſtudied lines of praiſe; 
Thy wrongs,thy ſufferings; and imputed crimes, 
Shalllivethe ſhame of France in after times. 490 
When France ſhall from her tyrants be ſet free, 
And once again enjoy her liberty, 
Should virtue ever reaſſume her reign, 
And mild religion be reſtored again, 
Then Gallia's ſons ſhall, in ſome future age, 495 
Peruſe thy ſtory in the hiſtoric pa =_ 
Hearing their ſovereign treated withſuchſcorn, 
Will learn to hate the land where they were 
born. 
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QUEEN OF FRANCE. 31 


Bluſh, Frenchmen bluſh, if not quite loſt to 
ſhame, 499 
Oh! think how in the bright annals of fame, 
This bloody deed, this murder will appear ! 
And dread heaven's vengeance, man's reſent- 
ment fear; 
The Almighty will moſt ſure avenge his cauſe, 
On thoſe who vilely trample on all laws, 
Divine and human; who, devoid of ſhame, 505 
Dare trample on religion's ſacred name ; 
The juſt and righteous judge of all, will arm 
An hoſt of foes, whoſe force ſhall ſpread alarm 
And terror through proud Gallia's guilty ſtate, 
In whoſe victorious arms, the hand of fate 510 
Is plainly viſible, this haughty foe, 


Shall ſtrike ſome well-aim'd, ſome deciſive blow, 


By Heaven's divine permiſſion ripe for birth, 


And of ſuch monſters rid the burthen'd earth. 

Vengeance ſhall ſtop them, in their mad career, 

And thouſands fall, without one pitying tear. 
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J2 DEATH, &c. 


The brave allies, to acts of juſtice prone, 517 
Burn to behold thy offspring on the throne ; 
Burn to ſee monarchy once more reſtored, 
And France obliged to own a ſovereign lord. 
May Providence their gracious toils regard, 


And may thy offspring merit the reward; 

But ſhould the great, the all-wiſe Deity, 522 
For ſome wile purpoſe, the reverſe decree ; 
For ſome great end, to us unknown, ordain, 
That France ſhould a republic ſtill remain, 
Yet ſhall thy fate be heard, with wat'ry eyes, 
And long thy ſufferings call forth pitying ſighs, 


While all lamenting thy untimely fate, 


Shall in thy puniſhment thy crimes forget. 
If guilty, may that pumſhment atone; 531 
If innocent, when at thy Maker's throne, 
Thou ſhalt appear, rewards await thee there, 
Great as the miſeries thou haſt ſuffered here. 
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ADDRESS 


TO A 


MINIATURE PICTURE. 


DE ar image, of a much-loved, valued friend, 
Accept cheſe un{kill'd lines, by duty penn'd, 536 
Lines where perſuaſive flattery bears no part, 
But flow ſpontaneous from a grateful heart. 
Bleſt be that artiſt's {kill, whole forming hand 
Produced, obediently at his command, 540 
Features ſo amiable, ſo formed to pleaſe, 

So formed to gain reſpect and love as theſe. 
That mild demeanor, that engaging mien, 
That heavenly aſpect, and that brow ſerene, 
Thoſe eyes, which to each feature add a charm, 
Beſpeak a ſoul with every virtue warm. 546 
Oh! could my pen do juſtice to my lays, 

My tongue would ne'er be weary in her praiſe: 
Perfect as frail mortality can be, 

In her a fault even envy cannot lee. 550 
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34 ADDRESS, &c. 


Taught by religion's precepts to endure 


Ills which no human aid, no ſkill can cure, 


With reſignation ſhe ſubmits to fate, 

And patiently awaits a better ſtate. 554 
When that loved form, and we are ſure it muſt, 
Lies mouldering in its native ſoil, the duſt, 


Then ſhall theſe features to my mind recal 


The virtues of the dear original. 


Oft as the filent tear ſteals from my eye, 559 
And from my boſom heaves the unbidden ſigh, 
When ſad reflection wakens all my woes, 
And memory her much-loved form beſtows, 
Her reſignation to the will divine, 

Her faith, her fortitude, ſhall ſtrengthen mine; 
Shall teach me to look forward to that ſtate, 
Where, by divine permiſſion, ſoon or late, 566 
Our kindred ſouls, from earthly bondage free, 
Shall ſoar to taſte of immortality ; 

Snatch'd from deſtruction by a Saviour's love, 


Shall ſoar to realms of endlels bliſs above, 370 


EI rA ER, &c. 35 


Enjoy the pleaſures of that bleſt abode, 
And taſte the mercies of a gracious God. 


EPITAPH ON A LADY. 


Sror, gentle reader, if, when paſſing by, 
This humble ſtone atracts thy curious eye; 
Beneath lies one, to death's almighty power, 
Fallen a ſad victim, in a fatal hour. 576 
Stop and peruſe theſe lines, then drop a tear, 
For her whoſe loved remains reſt quiet here. 
From youth to age, to every vice unknown, 
Each virtue, each perfection was her own; 580 
The ſenfible companion, faithful wife, 

And friend fincere, diſtinguiſhed her thro' life. 
No children weep o'er her reſpetted tomb, 
Yet all who knew her worth, lament her doom. 
Great is her gain, our loſs howe'er ſevere, 58; 
We cannot wiſh her back to ſuffer here. 
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36 EPITAPH ON 


Pains, which the firmeſt conſtancy could ſhake, 
She bore with patience for her Saviour's ſake ; 


At her ſevere afflictions ne'er repined, 589 


Virtuous while living, and in death reſigned, 


Here now ſhe reſts, from pain, from ſorrow free, 


Waiting a joyful immortality. 


EPITAPH ON A LADY. 


BENEATH this ſilent, monumental lone, 

Through death's all conquering power, repoſes 
one, 

Who join'd to honor, innocence, and eaſe, 595 

A moſt attractive perſon, form'd to pleaſe. 

As good as lovely, to deceit unknown, 

In every virtue ſhe conſpicuous ſhone, 

As in each character ſhe fill'd through life, 599 

The daughter, the companion, and the wife: 

By all admired, with fortune's favour's bleſt, 


One wiſh alone remain'd within her breaſt. 
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A LADY. 37 


She fondly wiſh'd a pledge of virtuous love: 

How fatal do our wiſhes often prove! 

For what we wiſh, alas! we cannot tell; 605 

By the completion of her wiſh ſhe fell. 

Loſt by the accompliſhment of her deſires, 

The bloſſom lives, the parent plant expires. 

Cold is that breaſt which every virtue warm'd; 

Cloſed are thoſe eyes which their beholders 
charm'd ; 610 

That heart no more ſhall melt at other's grief, 

That hand no more adminiſter relief, 

That beauteous form no more ſhall charm our 
eyes, 

Cold as the marble under which it lies! 614 

Adieu, bleſt ſhade, to brighter regions ſoar, 

Where pain ſhall ceaſe, and ſorrow be no more. 

Adieu, fair excellence, a long adieu, 

This ſilent tomb ſhall oft our griefs renew : 

Oft ſhall a friend's, oft ſhall a huſband's woe, 


In bitter tears o'er thy loved aſhes flow; 620 
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38 EPITAPH, &c. 
4 


Though from this world's vain cares thou art 
at reſt, 

Thy memory ſhall live in friendſhip's breaſt. 

Age ſhall, delighted, liſten to thy praiſe, 

And youth attempt to imitate thy ways; 624 

Virtue, her faireſt, lovelieſt child ſhall mourn, 


And weep to think thou never canſt return ; 


Chaſtity, Prudence, Innocence, and Truth, 
Shall ſhed a tear o'er thy unblemiſh'd youth, 
And ſigh to think their influence could not 
ſave | 
Their favorite votary from an early grave. 630 
Yet, why ſhould we lament that thou art bleſt, 
The ways of Providence are ſurely beſt ; 
Let us then to Heaven's perfect will refign, 
And at thy exaltation not repine ; 
Let us thy bright example keep in view, 635 
And reap the great rewards to virtue due. 


. 
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ON THE PROVIDENTIAL ESCAPE 


OF HIS MAJESTY, 


2gth Odlober, 1795. 


Hair! gracious ſovereign; hail! thou beſt of 
men! | 

Accept this offering from a ſubject's pen, 

Who wiſhes fervently for thy repoſe, 

Who joys to ſee thee triumph o'er thy foes. 

Oh! monarch, highly favor'd from above, 641 

Diſtinguiſh'd mark of Heaven's approving love, 

Permit one grateful, though but feeble voice, 

Sincerely in thy ſafety to rejoice. 

The almighty Guardian of thy royal life, 645 

Once ſaved thee from a wretch'd maniac's knife ; 

The ſame protecting power ſurrounds thee ſtill, 

And diſappoints the baſe aſſaſſin's will: 

His angels, hovering o'er thy ſacred head, 

Again preſerves thee from the fatal lead. 650 
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40 PROVIDENTIAL ESCAPE 


Oh! ſay, deluded wretch! whence could proceed 
The furious rage that urged the cruel deed? 
Oh! ſay, what demon all thy ſoul poſſeſs d, 
And arm'd thy hand againſt thy ſovereign's 
breaſt; 65 
Since dark oblivion yet conceals thy crime, 
Reflect well on it, and repent in time. 
Vet ſay, do not the pangs of conſcious guilt 
Upbraid thee with the blood thou vouldſt 
have ſpilt ? 
Art thou not grateful now to pitying Heaven, 
Who turn'd afide the ſtroke thou wouldſt have 
given? 660 
Whoſe miniſtering ſpirits, by command, 
Reſcued the deſtined victim from thy hand. 
Oh! ſay, unhappy man, whoe'er thou art, 
Could not the ſacred name of king impart 
Reſpect and reverence to thy harden'd heart? } 
Could not thoſe bright domeſtic virtues known, 


That ſhine conſpicuous even on a throne ; 


OF HIS MAJESTY, 41 


Could not that daring courage of his mind, 
With unaffected piety combin'd, 
That to protecting Heaven his fate reſign'd, 
Forbid thy ſavage hand to ſtrike the blow, 
And plunge a nation in the depth of woe. 
But thanks to an almighty Providence, 
Who undertakes our ſovereign's defence : 
What gratitude we owe that power divine, 675 
Who counteratts the treacherous deſign! 
Britons, be grateful, thankfully rejoice, 
And ſhew your loyalty with heart and voice; 
Be now your heartfelt ſatis faction ſhewn, 
Bring your congratulations to his throne, 680 
And ſhew him with what marks of fixed con- 
tempt 
And horror, you behold the raſh attempt. 
Rouſe, Britons rouſe, from this inactive ſtate, 
And anx1ous for a much-loved monarch's fate, 


Unite moſt cheerfully for his defence, 685 


Approach his preſence, chace the rebelsthence, 
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42 THE RETURN, 


To him be faithful, to your country true, 
And diſappoint the lawleſs ruffian's view, 
Nor this reproach let after ages bring, 
That Britons were diſloyal to their king. 


690 


THE RETURN. 
4 PASTORAL. 


I. 
On! liſten awhile to my lay, 
Attend every nymph and each ſwain, 
Forget your amuſements to day, 
But hear me no longer complain: 
How oft in deſpair did I cry, 695 
I have nothing to do but to mourn, 
Your ſports I no more can enjoy, 
My Anna will never return. 
II. 
Alas! the young ſhepherdeſs fled, 
From our innocent pleaſures in haſte, 700 
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THE RETURN. 43 


She quited the ſweet rural mead, 

The town's gay enchantments to taſte : 
Long through thoſe loved ſcenes did ſhe range, 

With ambition her boſom did burn, 
Ah! had J foreſeen the ſad change, 705 

I never had wiſh'd her return. 

III. 

Once affable, mild, and ſerene, 

With ſcorn and with pride now elate 
In her every folly is ſeen, 

Her boſom is fill'd with deceit : 710 
At ſacred engagements ſhe jokes, 

And treats my fond paſſion with ſcorn, 
While friendſhip her laughter provokes, 

Ah! why did ſhe ever return? 

IV. 

The beautiful glow on her cheek, 715 
| Which vied with the bluſh of the roſe, 
Which health and ſweet innocence ſpeak, 
Its bloom now no longer beſtows: 
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44 THE RETURN. 


The ſmiles which once-beam'd from her eyes, 

No longer we now can diſcern ; 720 
Our joys ſhe affetts to deſpiſe; 

Ah! why did ſhe ever return? 

V. 

Our innocent paſlimes no more 

Can yield her vain boſom delight, 
Amuſements which pleaſed her before, 725 

Nor pleaſure, nor mirth now excite: 
Engroſs'd by new friends, ſhe dares treat 

Her former companions with ſcorn, 
Diſguſted, with me they repeat, 

Ah! why did ſhe ever return? 730 

VL 

AﬀeRation and vanity reign, 

Where honor once dwelt in her breaſt, 
Where once every virtue was ſeen, 

Where friendſhip and love were profeſt: 
But the time 1s arrived, fickle maid, 735 

When the ſwain whom you treat with ſuch 


ſcorn, 
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YOUNG LADY, &c. 45 


Whole love you with falſehood repaid, 
Unaffected contempt can return. 


VII. 


Adieu! fair inconſtant, adieu! 


Nor think I pronounce it with pain, 740 
Alas! with a bluſh I review, 

The time when I felt thy diſdain : 
But pride does my freedom reſtore, 

And Strephon can view thee with ſcorn, 
Nor part with dear liberty more, 745 
Though Anna may wiſh his return. 


ON A YOUNG LADY 


OF A 


FICKLE DISPOSITION. 


I. 
How oft has fair Matilda vow'd, 
She ne'er could love another, 
When in her youthful boſom glow'd, 
A flame ſhe could not ſmother ! 750 


46 YOUNG LADY OF 


II. 
For three long months, or rather more, 
Gay Florio was her paſſion, | 
He lights her charms, and ſhe no more 
Has the ſame inclination. 
III. 
The young Alonzo next ſhe views, 755 
With eyes that ſoftly languiſh ; 
But, ah! poor girl, in vain ſhe ſues, 
He will not ſee her anguiſh. 
. IV. 
Provok'd, at length, from him ſhe flies, 


Declares him void of merit, 760 
And marks Orlando for her prize, 

A youth of life and ſpirit. 

V. 

With freedom, eaſe, and complaiſance, 

By gay Orlando treated, | 
She fondly hopes, this firſt advance 705 
Of love will be repeated. 
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FICKLE DISPOSITION. 47 


VI. 
Far other views by him purſued, 
Makes all her plans miſcarry, 
He knows her fair, believes her good, 
But can't afford to marry. 770 
VII. 
Alas! Matilda, luckleſs maid, 
By the blind goddels lighted, 
Finds all her powers in vain dilplay'd, 
Cupid retires affrighted. 


VIII. 
A ſlave to dreſs and vanity, 775 


And fond of admiration, 
Gold is required to gratify 
Her taſte for diſſipation. 
= 
Thus diſappointed for awhile, 
She to her fate reſigning, 
Aﬀetts at Cupid's darts to ſmile, 
Yet cannot help repining. 


— 


48 Found LADY or 


X. 


Young Carlos now revives her love, 


One whoſe genteel profeſſion, 
Join'd to a graceful perſon prove, 785 
Pleaſing beyond expreſſion. 
XI. 
Now each ſeducing art ſhe tries, 
Affectionate and tender, 
To ſtorm his boſom by ſurpriſe, 
And cauſe him to ſurrender. 790 
XII. 
She ſoon believes ſhe ſhall ſucceed, 
The proſpect how enchanting ! 
But poor Matilda's heart muſt bleed, 
Alas! the gold is wanting. 
XIII. 
He ſees the maid, profeſſes love, — Oh 
-" Eſteem and admiration ; 
Alas! poor youth, how great muſt prove, 
His trouble and vexation! 


FICKLE DISPOSITION, 


XIV. 
He knows his income too confin'd, 
To wed alone for beauty ; 
Good ſenſe and intereſt combin'd, 
Recal him to his duty. 
XV. 
He ſhuns her fight, and ſeeks relief, 
Nor does her charms diſparage, 


But blaſts her hopes, and cures his grief, 80g 


By a more equal marriage. 
XVI. 
And thus her every hope is loſt, 
From his fond love proceeding, 
Thus are her deareſt wiſhes croſt, 
And black deſpair ſucceeding. 
XVII. 

And now ſhe flies the hated place, 
And quits her faithleſs lover, 
Till time his features ſhall efface, 
And her loſt heart recover. 

E 
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50 YOUNG LADY OF , 


XVIII. 
To friendſhip once her thou ghts ſhe turn'd; 815 
And in imagination, 
Her breaſt with all the ardor burn'd, 
Romance has given that paſſion. 
XIX. 


But falſe, inconſtant as the wind, 


Still ſhe retained her failing, 820 
Her natural fickleneſs of mind 
Ofer friendſhip yet prevailing. 
XX. 


As the gay bee, from flower to flower, 


Continually is ranging, 
So fair Matilda, every hour, 825 
Her friendſhip ſtil] is changing. 
XXI. 
Ah! do not proſtitute the name, 


Thou haſt not one perfection, 
Such noble, generous paſſions claim, 
"Tis fanciful affection. 55. aa 


2 


FICKLE DISPOSITION, 


XXII. 
Adieu! inconſtant girl, adieu! 
Nor think I ſhall regret you, 
My friendſhip once was firm and true, 
But I ſhall ſoon forget you. 
XXIII. 
Nor let your new found friend ſuppoſe, 
You will for ever love her, 
Your reſtleſs heart no firmneſs knows, 
Her reign will ſoon be over. 
XXIV, 
For ſlight is love, when eaſy turn'd, 


Still changing with new faces, 


And flight is friendſhip, when not form'd 


On conſtancy's firm baſis, 
XXV, 


Aſk not my heart again to ſhare, 
For never will I grant it, 
My friendſhip once was worth your care, 845 
- You yet, perhaps, may want it. 
E 2 
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840 


4 52 ) 


TO A FRIEND, 


ON HIS RETURN FROM THE CONTINENT. 


——— 


WELcome, my friend, to England's peaceful 


ſhore, 


From diſtant climes, where thund'ring cannons 
roar, 

Wheretheſhrill trumpet o er the plains reſound, 

And war's ſad deſolation reigns around: 850 

Where many a deſerted village ſhews 

The devaſtations of it's conquering foes ; 

Where many a village-maid in ſorrow mourns, 

The hapleſs youth who never more returns ; 

Where many a wretched widow, for relief, 855 

Weeps o'er the infant partners of her grief, 

Who all her tenderneſs and pity ſhare, 

Who never more muſt know a father's care; 

Now lifts her hands to Heaven, now in deſpair, 


Curſes the cruel authors of the war, 860 
I 


— 


TO A FRIEND, 53 


Welcome, my honor'd friend, welcome once 
more, . 2 
Safe from the dangers of the Gallic ſhore, 
Safe from the dangers of the threat ning deep, 
Where thouſands in eternal filence ſleep, 
Where quickſands lurk beneath each treacher- 
ous wave, 865 
Andunſeen rocks prepare the wat'ry grave: 
But ſee thy favor'd bark in ſafety ride, 
On the ſmooth ſurface of the ſwelling tide, 
And ſafe conducts thee to Britannia's iſle, 
Where peace and plenty ſtill around us ſmile; 
And fee where ſpring unfolds its vernal bloom, 
And chaces dreary winter's ſullen gloom; 872 
The humble crocus, clad in varied hue, 
The modeſt ſnowdrop, and the violet blue, 
Deck the late barren gardens, and appear 
The firſt fair produce of the opening year: 875 
And hear the feather'd warblers of the ſhade, 
By their returning ſhelter happy made; 


E 3 


54 TO A FRIEND, 


Grateful to Heaven their little voices raiſe, 
And cheerful ſing the great Creator's praiſe : 
Where'er you turn, all nature ſeems to ſmile, 
And bids thee welcome to this happy iſle. 882 
If then thy preſence can ſuch joy impart, 
To all around, oh! ſay, what muſt a heart, 
With friendſhip glowing, feel, to ſee return'd, 
The friend whoſe abſence ſhe ſo long has 
mourn'd. | 886 
Vet, tell me, Strephon, ſay, is Laura's name 
Remember'd ſtill? ſay, art thou ſtill the ſame, 
Amiable, virtuous, generous, and kind, 
The gentle monitor, and tender friend? 890 
And dare I doubt it? No, the thought I ſpurn; 
Permit me then to welcome thy return, 
And own the ſatisfaction I receive, 
Which friends alone can feel, and friendſhip 
give. | 894 
With health and happineſs be Strephon bleſt, 
Be gentle peace the inmate of his breaſt, 


A DREAM. 55 


And be he ſtill what he was ever known, 


Pride of our country, glory of his own. 


A DREAM. 


WRITTEN BY DESIRE OF 4 YOUNG GENTLEMAY. 


Wren wearied nature ſunk in ſoft repole, 
And ſilver Cynthia o'er the plains aroſe, goo 
When by the drowſy god of ſleep poſſeſt, 
E'en Sidcup's fair inhabitants ſought reſt, 
When through the clouds unnumber'd planets 
roll, 
A viſion o'er my ſlumbering ſenſes ſtole : 
Me thought an altar to my ſight appear'd, 90g 
The ſacred leaf uncloſed, the prieſt prepared, 
The torch hymeneal blaz'd, the ring I view'd, 
And by my ſide a form angelic ſtood 
In beauty's captivating grace array'd, 90 
I ſoon diſtinguiſh'd Sidcup's blooming maid. 
With joy the bliſsful moment I embraced, 
And on her hand the ſhining bauble placed; 
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56 ON A LADY'S 


Without delay the gordian knot was tied, 
And the fair maid I hail'd my blooming bride; 
With joyful extacy I bleſs'd the hour, 91g 
And own'd the force of love's ſuperior power. 
While with tranſporting thoughts my boſom 
fired, 

A ſtrain of heavenly harmony was heard ; 
The ſounds ſeraphic o'er my ſenſes broke, 
From the delightful viſion I awoke, 920 
To diſappointment woke, from bliſs ſupreme ; 
Alas! I found it only was a dream. 


ON A LADY'S BIRTH DAY. 


I. 
Loxs has my muſe in ſilence laid, 
And not her grateful tribute paid, 
Forebore to tune the annual lay, 


And hail Cecilia's natal day. 


BIRTH DAY. 57 


II. 
Friend, partner of my faithful heart, 
Ah! ſay, what praiſe can I impart? 
Say, what more virtues do you own, 
That to the world are yet unknown? 930 
III. 
Still tender, generous, and kind, 
A patient ſympathizing friend; 
Still amiable, thy worth appears 
Increaſing with increaſing years. 
IV. 
A gentle ſoother of diſtreſs, 935 
A mild, but able monitreſs, 
The oppreſt and poor, while virtuous, find 
In thee a firm and conſtant friend. 
Py 
Unequal to the taſk I feel, 
All thy perfections to reveal; 940 
Yet, while thy virtues riſe to view, 


I own what thanks to Heaven are due. 


DESPONDENCY. 


58 
VI. 


To Heaven, who ſmiled upon thy birth, 

Gave thee a bleſſing to the earth, 

To ſooth the ſoul by grief depreſt, 

And with thy friendſhip make me bleſt. 
VII. 

Oh! may that friendſhip {till be mine; 

Health, peace, and competence be thine ; 

Then may I bleſs thy natal day, 

And fleeting time paſs ſmooth away. 


DESPONDENCY. 


& 
SEE, from the roſy eaſt appear, 
Bright Phoebus with enlivening ray, 
The wretched victim of deſpair, 
His brightneſs has no charms for me. 
II. 


Pale Cynthia now reſu mes her reign, 


Wich mild, yet awful dignity, 


945 


95 


955 


DESPONDENCY. 59 


Gilding each variegated ſcene; 
But, ah! ſhe ſhines no more for me. 


III. 
From yonder vaulted arch on high, 
Innumerable lights we ſee, 960 
Unnumber'd ſtars illume the ſky, 
Alas! they ſparkle not for me. 
IV. 


Behold the ruddy morn appears, 


The lark proclaims approaching day, 

Her voice each happy boſom cheers, 965 
But happinels 1s not for me. 
V. 

Now penſive eve returns, and throws 
Around a ſoft ſolemnity: 
The weary ſeek and find repoſe; 
Repole, alas! 1s not for me. 970 
VI. 


Now ſpring beſtows each vernal ſweet, 


And opening bloſſoms deck each tree, 


60 


The warbling choir their ſongs repeat, 


The floweret blooms, but not for me. 


VII. 
See ſmiling ſummer next appear, 


Inviting mirth and gaiety, 
Flora adorns the gay parterre, 


But ſummer ſmiles no more for me. 


VIII. 
Next, autumn comes, the ripen'd fields 
The farmer views with extacy, 
The purple vine her nectar yields, 
And gives delight to all but me. 
IX. 
Behold ſtern winter now advance! 
Seaſon of feſtive jollity, 
Promoter of the ſong and dance; 
But ſong and dance are not for me. 
X. 
Yon ſacred ſpot, the laſt retreat 
Of trouble and adverſity, 


975 


985 


Where the ſad heart forgets to beat, 
Is an aſylum fit for me. 


1 45 
Yon ſilent ſtone, that covers o'er 


The aſhes of the grave and gay, 


Re poſe, will likewiſe ſhelter me. 
XII. 
There ſhall my every ſorrow ceaſe, 
My aſhes feek their kindred clay, 
My wounded ſpirit reſt in peace, 
Nor grief again reviſit me. 
XIII. 
May the few virtues I poſſeſs, 
Then live in friendſhip's memory, 
My faults be view'd with tenderneſs, 
Or buried in the grave with me. 
XIV. 
Great as my errors may have been, 


I truſt they will forgiven be, 


61 


Where old and young, where rich and poor 


995 


1000 


62 ON A FRIEND, 


When I forſake this troubled ſcene, 1005 
And the cold earth incloſes me. 
XV. 
Then may no ſtone, by friendſhip placed, 
Point out my wayward deſtiny ; 
May all remembrance be effaced, 
Nor one kind tear be ſhed for me. 1010 


— 
ON A FRIEND. 


I. 
WII Anna from the pen of truth accept 
The grateful tribute of a heart ſincere, 
That knows the gentle virtues of her mind, 
| Virtues whichthro' her blameleſs life appear. 
7 
Her generous, warm, and ſympathizing ſoul, 
Feels for the victims of the fiend, deſpair, 
Sighs for the miſeries ſhe can't relieve, 1017 
And for the wretched drops a tender tear. 


ON A FRIEND, 63 


III. 
But ſhould the unfortunate her aid implore, 
Compaſſion thro' her gentle boſom glows, 
With the moſt delicate attentive eaſe, 
Her ready hand the generous gift beſtows. 
IV. 
Not with a patron's proud, aſſuming air, 1023 


By ſelf. importance and ſelf-love engroſs'd, 


With heavenly ſmiles diſpenſing favors round, 


The virtuous Anna ſeems obliged the moſt. 
V. 
Think not that bounteous Providence denies 
To do much real merit a reward; 1092: 
No, 'tis her fate, in this vain world to meet 
A partner truly worthy her regard. 
VI. 
Mutual eſteem cemented Hymen's bands, 
Stranger to folly and domeſtic ſtrife, 109: 


He the attentive tender huſband proves, 


Herſelf the affectionate and gentle wife. 


Ne. AY — * 1 p 
- C1, = - 
— - p-—d 
-. ; C C 


— * 
= — *- 


* * 
3 — — 
— kd a 


$_— ˖7———— 
* * —— 
SD "ah" 


rr 


224% „ as = 8 a 2 - _— 
= a 8 * — 5 ga 2 2 2 5 
N - « 4 _— * 


rr Dh Ser... - _- 


2 
— — 


ON A FRIEND, 


VII. 
Nor be that kind fraternal friend forgot, 
Whoſe noble diſpoſition knows to ſhare, 
With generous unaffected ſympathy, 1097 
The pains and pleaſures of the virtuous pair. 
VIII. 
Oh! could my grateful prayers with Heaven 
prevail, 

Its choiceſt gifts ſhould on them all deſcend, 
The patrons of unmerned diſtreſs, 1041 
And to the oppreſt a ſteady faithful friend. 

Ws | 

Oh! may the offspring of the virtuous pair, 
Inherit all their parents excellence, 

Their mild benevolence, their generous ſouls, 
Their unaffected eaſe, and ſolid ſenſe. 1046 

X. 

May they, like them, be affable and mild, 

Like them be loved, eſteemed throughout 


their lives, 


TO LUCINDA. 65 


Anna remain, what ſhe has ever been, 


The belt of mothers, and the belt of wives. 


TO LUCINDA. 

W1LL you, Lucinda, from a friend receive, 
Congratulations warm as friend can give, 1052 
Nor friendſhip nor relationſhip e er knew, 
More real grief than I have felt for you? 
When danger threaten'd, when the trembling 

breath, 
Hung on thy lips at the approach of death; 
Whenearth's gay ſcenes receding from thy ſight, 
No more could fill thy boſom with delight, 
Thy ſoul, juſt verging on eternity, 1059 
My anxious thoughts, my wiſhes were for thee; 
Think then what ſatis faction fills my breaſt, 
Thus with returning health to ſee thee bleſt ; 
Permit one wiſh, which friendſhip dares impart; 
May praiſes from Lucinda's grateful heart 


2 


66 TO LUCINDA, 


Riſe to that Power, whoſe ſkill alone could ſave 
It's deftin'd victim from the yawning grave. 
Adore the wiſe decrees of Providence, 1067 
Strengthen thy mind, and chace deſpondence 
thence. 
Mourn not, my friend, your infant's early doom, 
Conſign'd for ſome wiſe purpoſe to the tomb, 
Safe ſhelter'd from thoſe trials which, from birth, 
Attend us thro' our pilgrimage on earth; 1072 
Without one ſingle error to atone, 
Accepted at its great Creator's throne : 
Reflect, that power by whom the gift was given; 
Preſerves a right to call it back to heaven. 
Maternal tears I wiſh not to reſtrain, 1077 
Too well, alas! I know the attempt is vain, 
Yet let a grief too poignant be ſubdued, 
And calm thy mind with heaven-born forti- 
tude; 
Oh! may that Power, ſo worthily ador'd, 
Who has ſo graciouſly thy health reſtor'd, 


3 
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ON A YOUNG LADY. 67 


To thee continue his protection ſtill, 1083 
And guard thy future life from every ill: 
Bleſs thy remaining years with calm repoſe, 
And diſappoint the malice of thy foes ; 
Convince them virtue never need deſpair, 
That ſuffering worth is Heaven's peculiar care. 
Oh! may thy happineſs each hour increaſe, 
And may'ſt thou, after many years of peace, 
Paſs'd with thy friends on earth, by all approved, 
Sink to the grave, reſpected and beloved; 1098 
Then, thro our Saviour's merits dwell on high, 


In ſcenes of bliſs to all eternity. 


— — — 


ON A YOUNG LADY. 
I. 


Wurf beauty, elegance, and caſe, 


-V 


In one attractive form unite, 1000 
Something is found to pleaſe the eye, 
And fill che boſom with delight. 
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68 ON A YOUNG LADY. 


. | 

While vain coquets, delighted, view 

The fancied charms their glaſs diſplays, 1109 
Kitty, unconſcious of its power, 

Her fair and faultleſs form ſurveys. 
„ III. 
The garden's pride, the lily fair, 

Is rivall'd by her ſpotleſs {kin, 
The ſmile that dimples on her cheek, 1105 
, Beſpeaks content and peace within. 
IV. 
The roſe that decks the gay parterre, 

In beauty claims pre-eminence, 
Is equall'd by her native bloom, 

Heighten'd by modeſt diſfidence. 1110 

V. 

Her eyes with mild, good-humour beam, 

Her lips with the carnation vie, 
Nor ever from thoſe lips proceed 

Folly, conceit, or levity. 

2 


LINES, &c. 69 
VI. 
Go on, ſweet girl, be ſtill admired, 1115 
For grace and unaffected eaſe, 
While virtue in thy boſom dwells, 
Thy lovely form will ever pleaſe. 


—— 


LINES 
ADDRESSED TO A GENTLEMAN AND LADY. 


Alp me, ye tuneful ſiſters, to impart 

The effuſions of a truly grateful heart, 1120 
Aſſiſt my feeble pen, while I declare 

The mild perfections of a worthy pair; 
Adorn'd with all thoſe virtues of the mind, 
We in exalted ſtations hope to find. 
When but a competency they enjoy'd, 1125 
Their paſſing time was ever well employ'd, 
With kind concern and tender ſympathy, 
They ſooth'd the ſoul oppreſt by miſery; 
With hearts well form'd the beſt advice to give, 


And a hand, ever ready to relieve. 1130 


FJ 


70 LINES, &c. 


Providence ſaw their virtues, and approv'd, 


And gave a recompence to thoſe he lov'd ; 
Knowing that wealth on them was well beſtow'd, 
Affluence at Heaven's command around them 
flow d. | 3 
Though fortune's gifts too often are abuſed, 
In their poſſeſſion placed, they are well uſed. 
When miſery ſues, with mild benevolence 
And ready hand, their treaſures they diſpenſe, 
An ear of pity to diſtreſs they lend, 1139 
The widow's comforter, the orphan's friend : 
May bounteous Heaven their valued lives 
protect, 
And may the world their virtues ſtill reſpe&; 
May the lov'd offspring of their tender care, 
Deſervedly their fond affection ſhare ; 
By Providence with various gifts endued, 1145 
May he, like them, be generous, juſt, and good; 
Like them, with wiſhes to do good, inſpired ; 
Like them for every virtue be admired ; 
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ACROSTIC, 71 


Then ſhall he comfort their declining years, 
And gratefully reward the varied fears, 1150 
The tender hopes, and fond anxiety, 

That fill'd their boſoms in his infancy. 

One heart inſpired with love and gratitude, 
Firſt, to the bounteous Author of all good, 
Next to the virtuous pair ſincerely prays, 1155 
That every happineſs, which length of days, 
Health unimpaired, and riches can beſtow, 
May round its benefactors ever flow: 

Till quitting this, for brighter worlds to come, 
They ſink reſpected to the peaceful tomb; 1160 
There reſt till the laſt trumpet's ſound is given, 
Then quit the grave to taſte the joys of heaven. 


ACROSTIC. 


DETESTED ſtate, thou curſe of human kind, 
Enſlaver of the free-born, generous mind, 
Painful as poverty's chill frown to bear, 1165 
Encourager of gloomy black deſpair : 


72 Te SONG, 


Neither ingratitude, howe'er ſevere, 
Diſdain, or ſcorn; are half ſo hard to bear. 
Ah! ſay, can man ſubmit to ſuch a fate, 
Nor bluſh at the humiliating ſtate; . 1170 
Can man, free-born, to ſlavery reſign, 


Endure its various ills, and not repine? 


—{— 


SONS. 


I. 
Tu blooming Lucinda, the pride of the plains, 
The envy of nymphs and delight of the ſwains, 
With beauty and merit the fair one was bleſt, 
Andevery mild virtue was placed in herbreaſt: 
By fortune too favor'd, each gift ſhe enjoy'd, 


In mirth and amuſement each hour ſhe em- 


ploy'd, 
And ſtill would be happy, had love been her 
ſcorn, 8 1179 


But graſping a roſe, ſhe, alas! found a thorn. 


SONG. 73 


II. Loa 
To her from afar every ſwain did reſort, 
By her merit attracted to pay her their court, 
The wealthy young Lubin appear'd on the liſt, 
Who vainly thought none could his perſon 
reſiſt: 
He ſwore that he loved her, ſhe thought it the 
truth, ä 1185 
Diſmiſs'd all his rivals, and favor'd the youth; 
Too ſoon he ſucceeded, now treats her with 
ſcorn; 
Thus, while graſping a role, ſhe, alas! found a 
thorn, 5 
| ; | | wn 
Take heed, oh ye fair! by Lucinda's hard fate, 
And ne'er think on riches when chuſing a mate; 
Remember from riches no happineſs flows, 
Remember that thorns ſurround every role : 
Toolate, poor Lucinda convinced of this truth, 


Intears and complaining is ſpending her youth, 


74 sons. 


Too late finds that love may be turn d into ſcorn, 
And though roſes will fade, they behind leave a 
thorn. 


SONG. 


I. 
Apt uv, once loved village, gay meadows adieu, 
Soft ſcenes of paſt pleaſures, my griefs ye re- 
new; | 


No more, ye fair nymphs, in your ſports can 


I join, 1199 
The ſigh and the tear, the complaint muſt be 
mine : 


Since the loſs of my ſhepherd no joy can I ſee, 
For my heart is devoted, dearStrephon to thee. 
II. 

A garland of willows Ill weave for my head, 
The mournful dull cypreſs around mel ſpread; 


SONG, 75 


With the till bird of night I will ſeek out the 
grove, | 1205 

There muſe on the pains and the pleaſures of 
love; 

For my ſhepherd is abſent, what joy can I ſee, 
Since my heart is devoted dearStrephontothee? 
III. 

Return, my dear ſhepherd, ah! quickly return, 
For while thou art abſent, poor Laura muſt 

mourn; 1210 
In vain do the ſwains their amuſements diſplay, 
No amuſements can pleaſe me when Strephon's 
away; 
And till death ſets thy Laura from wretched- 
neſs free, 
Her heart will be truly devoted to thee. 


676) 
SON G. 
| I. 


Nrurks and ſwains, if reaſon 


Guide your rural taſte, 
In this joyful ſeaſon, 
To our village haſte. 
Come ye blooming laſſes, 
Come ye ſhepherds gay, 
Come and ſee what paſſes | 
On the firſt of May. 
IS: 


Round the maypole dancing, 


Care and ſorrow fled, 
See each nymph advancing, 
By her ſhepherd led: 
Muſic ſweetly ſounding, 
Pipe and tabor gay, 
Every where abounding, 


Hails the firſt of May. 


1214 


1220 


1225 


12430 
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III. 
Birds each ear delighting, 
Warble through the grove, 
Song and dance uniting, 
Wake the ſoul to love. 
Come ye lads and laſſes, 1235 
Innocent and gay, 
Nought our joy ſurpaſſes, 
On the firſt of May. 
IV. 
Courtiers, leave your pleaſures, 
Seek the rural ſhade, 1249 
Health unfolds her treaſures, 
Mirth is here diſplay'd: 
Quit your vain employments, 


Haſte ye belles away, 


Theſe are our enjoyments, 1245 
On the firſt of May. 
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SON G. 


I. 
TELL me, ye nymphs, tell me ye ſwains, 
Which way my ſhepherd went, 
The truant fled acroſs the plains, 
And left me to lament. 1250 
Say, does he with ambition fir'd, 
Purſue a ſplendid lot, 
Or does he, with new love inſpir'd, 
Forſake Louiſa's cot? | 
II. 
How joyous paſs d the gladſome day, 1255 
While Henry ſtill appear'd, 
The moments ſwiftly flew away, 
My every toll he ſhared: 
But now, I, morning, noon, and night, 
Lament my hapleſs lot; 1260 
Ah! cruel Henry, doſt thou quite 
Forget Louiſa's cot? 
2 
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III. 

Doſt thou forget the oaths thou ſwore, 

The promiſes we made, 
And muſt I ne'er behold thee more, 1265 
Are all my vows betray'd? 
Return, nor let me longer ſigh, 
Then ſhall I bleſs my lot, 

Nor on a throne to reign, would I 


Reſign my humble cot. 1270 


SONG. 

I. 
Lr poets, fired with ardor, write, 
Indulge themſelves in fancy's flight, 
While I in artleſs verſe recite, 

The charms of lovely Kitty. 

II. 

When thoſe ſoft charms appear in view, 1275 


To her the laurel wreath is due, 
In beauty and in ſweetneſs too, 


Excels my lovely Kitty. 
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III. 
The bluſhing beauties of the roſe, 
Which does ſo many ſweets diſcloſe, 1280 
Yiehds to the vivid bloom, that glows 
Upon the cheek of Kitty, 
„ 
The lily, in the gay parterre, 


= Whoſe fragrant ſweetneſs ſcents the air, 

= Is not ſo ſpotleſs or fo fair, 1285 
wo As is my lovely Kitty. 

= | eb 


Unconſcious of her excellence, 


Bleſt with enchanting diffidence, 
A chaſten'd pride and poliſhed ſenſe 
Adorn my lovely Kitty, 1290 
* VI. | 
No fabled charms are here diſplay'd, 
No flattery call'd my verſe to aid, 


For all admire my blooming maid, 


All praiſe my lovely Kitty. 


„ 
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I. 
Ah! Hope, thou ſoft flatterer, adieu, 1295 
For ever I bid thee farewel, 
Each moment my ſorrows renew, 
Yet, my heart, my fond heart, will rebel. 
II. 
Young Strephon that heart ſtrove to gain, 
Hope whiſper'd his love was ſincere, 1300 
But he found that he ſigh'd not in vain, 
And left me to grief and deſpair. 
III. 
For me now no longer he ſighs, 
But treats me with ſcorn and diſdain; 
Alas! from poor Laura he flies, 1305 
And leaves her in tears to complain. 
IV. 
Ah! Hope, how deluſive art thou? 
No longer IIl truſt thy decent, 
G 
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For Strephon 1s falſe to his vow, 
And Laura's ſad woes are complete. 1310 


SONG. 
I. 
Tw as on the blooming morn of May, 
When daiſies deck'd the verdant ground, 
When birds were warbling on each ſpray, 
And Flora breath'd her ſweets around; 
When William from his ſleepleſs couch with- 
drew, 1316 
And bid his Lucy a long, ſad adieu. 
1 
Farewel, fare wel my only love, 
Let hope ſtill cheer thy gentle heart, 
Avoid deſpair, and happy prove, 
Though fate compels us thus to part; 1320 


Still conſtant as the turtle will I be, 


Till pitying Heaven reſtores me back to thee 
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III. 
Her arms around his neck ſhe threw, 
While tears flow'd down her pallid cheek, 
Go, William, honor's path purſue, 1925 


In diſtant climates glory ſeek : 
My grief-worn heart ſhall combat withit's woes, 
Till Heaven removes the bar to my repoſe. 
__- 
Yet, tell me, William, when away, 1329 
Should ſyrens tempt thee with their charms, 
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Wilt thou, unmov'd, thoſe charms ſurvey, 


— 
— 


And ſtill prove conſtant to theſe arms: 


—V— — 


Say, will thy abſent Lucy's form impart + 


n 


— 
4 8 


One ſoft emotion to her William's heart? 
V. 
Too cruel, Lucy, ah! forbear, 1335 


3 
* 
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Nor thus ſuſpect me. of deceit, 
Of cauſeleſs jealouſy beware, 

And hear me now my vows repeat : 
G 2 
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While life remains in William's faithful breaſt, 
His Lucy's love alone can make him bleſt. 1340 
VI. 

But ſee, my life, the hour draws nigh, 
That tears me from thy loved embrace 
Ah! let me check that riſing figh, 


Nor on thy cheek this ſorrow trace : 


Adieu! adieu! my Lucy, ceaſe to mourn, 1345 
Soon will thy William to his love return. 

VII. 

_ Twelve ling'ring months at length are paſt, 
And cruel fate ſtill adverſe proves, 

Poor Lucy's woes, alas! muſt laſt, | 
And William, torn from all he loves, 1350 

A wretched exile ſtill abroad muſt roam, 


While hapleſs Lucy pines with grief at home. 


( 8 


SONG. 


I. 
No more to love Ill tune the lay, 
That pleaſing, flattering dream, 
No more it's charms my mind ſhall ſway, 1355 
Let friendſhip be my theme. 
__ 
That greateſt bliſs the world can give, 
Or Heaven itſelf can ſend, 
Who knows the bleſſings, that would live 
Without a faithful friend ? 1360 
III. 
Our joys and ſorrows when we ſhare, 
Are leſſen'd or increaſe, 
Our joys divided heighten'd are, 
Our ſorrows almoſt ceaſe. 
IV. 
Ye powers divine who reign above, 
Let friendſhip ſtill be mine, 
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With friendſhip bleſt, I give up love, 
Nor at the loſs repine. 


THE HAPPY VILLAGERS, 
A TALE. 


OxEz morning in May, pretty early I roſe, 
And haſtily put on my holiday clothes, 1370 
Having promiſed that day in the country to 
ſpend, 
With a pleaſant companion, an intimate friend. 
The clock had ſtruck ſix, when Eu genio, alone, 
Appear'd in a neat chaiſe and pair of his own: 
* Come, child, are you ready, ſaid he with a 
ſmile, 1375 
* By this time we ought to have travell'd a mile; 
See yon glorious orb all his beauties diſplay, 
He already has mounted the chariot of day. 


Come let us be quick in beginning our ride, 


You know I'm impatient, when you're by my 


ide, 


1380 
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To let my friends ſee I'm a favorite ſwain, 
And give all myrivals ſome cauſe to complain.” 
With his gaiety charm'd, his requeſt I obey'd, 
Our compliments paſs'd, we ſet off in full ſpeed: 
Soon our ſpirited courſers, as fleet as the wind, 
Left the regions of ſmoke and confuſionbehind, 
Contented and happy, regardleſs of fame, 1387 
No cenſure I fear'd, undeſerving of blame, 
Unconſcious of evil, my ſpirits were gay ; 
But who are not ſubject to cenſure, I pray ? 
Let us triumph, my friends,cries a giddy coquet, 
Miſs Fanny the prude is become of our ſet; 
As I chanced thro' Hyde Park t'other morning 
to go, 1393 
I diſcover'd Miſs Fan by the fide of a beau, 
In an elegant chaiſe, with her face full of glee, 
I wonder much who her companion could be. 
With well-feign'd compaſſion, a prudiſh old 
maid 
Aﬀected to pity a girl fo milled; 134% 
9 4 
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While ſtifling a laugh and attempting a ſigh, 
Conſcious ſuperiority ſhone in her eye, 
In the days of my youth things were different | 
quite, 
What 1s ridiculed now, was then thought to be 
right, 
With prudence and modeſty girls then were 
bleſt, 140g 
Their only concern now 1s, how to be dreſt: 
When girls are ſo forward men well may be bold, 
But that times are now alter d we're not to be 
told. ; 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your ſuſpicions, of envy beware, 
No motives for triumph or cenſure are here; 
Cenſorious defamers, your malice give o'er, 
My fancied admirer is turn'd of three ſcore, 
Of conduct ſo cautious, of morals ſo pure, 
His life, we mi ght hope, would have reſted ſecure 


From the cruel al; perſions that envy dares raiſe, 


On a character truly deſerving of praiſe. 1414 
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But why ſhould my muſe of ſuch trifles take heed, 

Tis time we ſhould on our excurſion proceed; 

Towns, villages palſs'd in ſucceſſive review, 

Which, before well examined, were ſwiftly 
drove through. 

The morn was delightful, the birds on the) 
ſpray . 1419 

Charm'd our ears with their cheerful and in- 
nocent lay, 

While ſweetly they caroll'd their hymn to 

| the day ; 4 


The meadows were verdant, the hedges in 


bloom, 

Whence the wild roſe and briar exhaled their 
perfume : 

Eugenio with eaſy good humour converſed, 


No character cenſured, no merit aſperſed; 


His diſcourle, tho' inſtructive, was charmingly 


Zay, 1426 
Well pleaſed, I attended to all he could ſay, 
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As precepts of virtue and rectitude flow'd 
From his lips, while his heart with benevolence 
glow'd. 
Alas! our excurſion was ſoon at an end; 
But misfortunes, my friend, you are certain, 
attend 1431 
Us all in this life; not the vicious alone, 
Though ſome bear them better than others, I 
own : 
Two-thirds of our journey already were paſt, 
When a public conveyance flew by us in haſte, 
Caught our wheel as it went, while the coach- 
man drove on, 1430 
Nor ſtopt to examine the miſchief he'd done. 
Our carriage layproſtrate,thewheel in the road; 
Not hurt, tho'alarm'd, we alighted, and ſtood 
Some moments in thoughtful ſuſpenſe, when 
my friend, 1440 
Breaking ſilence the firſt, cried, my dear, we 
mult fend 
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John back to the town we not long ſince paſs d 
through, 

Some aſſiſtance to get; but, fir, what ſhall we do? 

You know, my dear child, we ſhould never 
deſpair, 


Believe me, things might have been worſe > 
E 
| 


than they are, 1445 


Our damage will take no long time to repair; 
Yon ſpire plainly ſhews us ſome village is near, 
Suppoſe we go forward, it cannot be far; 
A walk this ſweet morning will do us both good, 
And 'tis hard if they cannot procure us ſome 
food. 1450 
Keen appetites reliſh the homelieſt fare, 
I begin to feel hungry in this charming air. 
To this I aflented, when taking my arm, 
Thank God, my dear girl, we are come to no 
harm, 1454 
Our accident might have prov'd more than ajeſt; 


As it 1s, things may chance to turn out for the 
beſt; 
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While cheerful diſcourſe fleeting time did 
beguile, | 
We leiſurely ſtroll'd on another half mile : 
Looking forward, and ſeeing no end to the lane, 
We began to be fearful our ſearch was in vain; 
But, as my friend ſays, we ſhould never deſpair,” 
As hopeleſs we gazed, a ſound roſe on the air, 
The ſheeps' diſtant bleat, and the hind's ſpright- 
ly ſong, 1403 
While tending his ſweet fleecy care ſtole along. 
Encouraged by this on our way to proceed, 
Elated with hope, we ſet forward with ſpeed, 
Such ſounds the approach to ſome village 
preſaged; | 1407 
But ſoon our attention was wholly engaged, 
By a flow moving figure appearing in fight, 
Whole countenance glow'd with internal de- 
light ; 


Benevolence {miled on his time-wrinkl'd brow, 


His eyes beam'd with virtue, his hair white as 


ſnow, | 1472 
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He walk'd a few paces, and then ſeem'd to ſtand 
In deep meditation, a book in his hand. 
Eugenio approaching, the ſtranger addrels'd, 
In a tone which reſpett and politeneſs expreſs d: 


* Excuſe my freedom, but your habit, fir, 
Seems to proclaim your ſacred character; 
Two travellers, prevented going hence, 1479 
Implore aſſiſtance from benevolence; 

A trivial accident detains us here, 

Is any place of entertainment near? 
Vouchſafe to guide our ſteps acroſs the plain, 
Where ve may reſt, and ſome refreſhment gain.“ 
* Alas! good fir,” the worthy prieſt replied, 
My poor aſſiſtance ſhall not be denied; 1486 
What you requeſt is not an eaſy taſk, 
But much more difficult to gain than aſk : 

A fow ſmall cottages are all we own, 

To whoſe poſſeſſors luxury's unknown, 1490 
No grand hotel, nor een an alehouſe there, 


Affords a ſhelter to the traveller; 


* 
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No luxuries my table will afford, 
But if the homely fare, that decks my board, 
Will be acceptable, with me repair, 1495 
And reſt afſured a welcome waits you there.” 
The good man ceaſed. 

Eugenio made reply: 
We gratefully accept your courteſy.” 
Our venerable hoſt now led the way, 1500 
Acrols the plain, to where his cottage lay. 
Haply the rural manſion ſoon appear'd, 
Its welcome fight our fainting ſpirits cheer'd ; 
The walls were white, the roof o'erhung with 

thatch, 

Its whole ſecurity a ſimple latch, 1505 
A fragrant woodbine wide it's branches ſpread, 
Luxuriantly around the caſements play'd, 
And breath'd perfume around, while through 


a grove, 


The feather'd ſongſters ſung their tales of love: 
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And thus preceded by our worthy guide, 


"i, Sh 
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(Whoſe hoſpitable door now open'd wide, 
To admit his gueſts) we to the parlour came, 
Where ſat a comely, venerable dame, 1513 


Who roſe at our approach, nor frown'd to ſee 


—AA—_— tp —⁰w;N ̃ — u U 
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Her ſtrange and unexpected company. 

The cloth was by a blooming damſel laid, 

Who ſoon the board with rural dainties ſpread, 3 

The home-baked bread appear'd the firit in | 
=— 1. 

Of taſte moſt delicate, and ſnowy white, 1 ; ; 


With new laid eggs, ſweet butter, and cream i 


cheeſe, 1520 | i 
While draughts of home-brew'd ale the palate 1 1 
pleaſe; 14 


To theſe a ſpacious bowl of cream ſucceeds, 
Whoſe flavour, exquiſitely ſweet, exceeds 


The fabled nectar. For the ſtranger's uſe, 


The garden, too, its varied fruits produce : 


3 
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A lovely ſpot, nurtur'd with ſtricteſt care, 

The pride and pleaſure of the aged pair. 1527 

Good humour, peace, and plenty round us 
ſmiled, 

While our good hoſt the paſling time beguiled, 

And as he pledged us o'er his cup of ale, 

Amuſed us with an intereſting tale: 

* Not long ago, good fir, this fertile ſpot, 
Appear d a delert, by the world forgot, 1533 
The hapleſs cottagers, there are but few, 
A worthleſs, idle, diſſipated crew, U 
Who nought but poverty and miſery knew :_ 
Religious precepts were to them unknown, 
Nor through their lives one virtuous action 

ſhown. 1538 
Poſlfeſs'd of more than common fortitude, 
Had you beheld the ſcenes that I have view'd, 
Your generous bolom would have bled like 

mine, 
And wiſh'd to reſcue them from wrath divine. 


1 
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Bleſt be the hour I ſought this lonely ſpot, 
And ſurely I have cauſe to bleſs my lot, 

An humble inſtrument of Providence, 1545 
I raiſed the bluſh of ſhame, waken'd a ſenſe 
Of former errors in the guilty mind, 
Taught them to be contented and refign'd : 
Finding thoſe errors were not of the heart, 
Encouraged me to act the teacher's part. 1550 
Thanks be to Heaven, the dreary proſpett fled, 
Religion flouriſh'd, virtue raiſed her head : 

I joy to ſay my little flock excels, 

Here now good order and induſtry dwells, 
And ftrifeſt regularity prevails.” 1555J 
The pious paſtor ſtopt, a pauſe enſued, 

As gazing o'er the plain Eugenio ſtood ; 
Look yonder, Fanny, ſee where honeſt John, 
His chaiſe repair'd, comes {lowly moving on. 
Congenial ſouls are ſoon attach'd, I ſigh d; 
Muſt we then part ſo ſoon! Eugenio cried. 
Why ſhould we part? indeed, our hoſt replied, 


H 
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By the good pair entreated, we agreed 156g 
No farther on our journey to proceed; 
Our horſes to a barn for ſhelter gone, 
The cottage fare again produced for John, 
Our hoſt propoſed a ramble thro' the vale, 
And as we ſtroll'd along, purſued his tale. 
When firſt, my friends, I ſought retirement 
ES Set bigs ,_ 
The wretched people's ſufferings were ſevere; 
Victims of poverty, diſeaſe, and grief, 
But Heaven an angel ſent to their relief. 
Yon lately manſion, that o'erlooks the vale, 
And proudly bids defiance to the gale, 1 574 
Securely ſhelter'd by the neighbouring grove, 
Whoſe thick embowering ſhades invite to love; 
Or where the deeply meditative mind, 
Retirement from the buſy world may find: 
There dwells fair Fredriea, her ſex's pride, 
By ties of blogd to * Allied, 1.8680 


7 


4 \ T A; 5 W $1 
* 18 5 a 


HAPPY WILLAGEIAS. 99 


Adorn'd with every virtue of the mind, 
The pattern of her lovely ſex defign'd : 
To het the wretched never ſue in vain, 
From her the poor immediate ſuecour gain. 
Of manners gentle, a ee ſtation high, 
A fair example of humility, 1386 
The patroneſs of merit, virtue's friend, 
Her mild perfeRions o'er the plains extend, 
By all who know her worth, admired and loved, 
By mortals reverenced, and by Heaven ap- 

prvet. 13590 
Engaging, affable, as good as fair, | 
An amiable, exalted character. 
Yon rural cot, with ivy cover d o'er, 
Where the ſweet woodbine ſhades the humble 

Ae 
Was late a ſcene of deſolated woe: 1395 
The huſband and the father forced to go, 
Where glory call'd, he for his country fought, 
And in the field the bed of honour ſought : 

H 2 
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The widow'dmourner overwhelmed with grief, 
Wept o'er her babes; deſpairing of relief; 1600 
Her ſcanty pittance ſoon; alas! was gone, 
Chill poverty with haſty ſtrides came on, 

Her little all was ſpent, her huſband dead, 
Her helpleſs innocents demanding bread. 
Such trials all her ſtrength of mind ſubdued, 
She ſunk beneath them, miſery enſued. 1606 
Py Providence directed to the ſpot, 

A worthy neighbour ſought the wretched cot; 


The unhappy widow's tears, the orphan's cry, 
Awoke compaſhon with a pitying ſigh: 1610 
She gave a moiety of her little ſtore, 

And only left them to ſolicit more. 

For-this, to royal Fredrica ſhe gains 
Admittance, and from her relief obtains : 
The cauſe of ſuffering virtue made her bold, 
With energy the piteous tale ſhe told; 1616 
Her tale the generous princeſs deign'd to hear, 


And for their miſery dropt a tender tear, 
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Nor tears alone, ſhe ſoon relieved their wants, 
And to the orphan babes protection grants; 


Her alter d ſtate the grateful ſufferer ſees, 
And bows ſubmiſſively to Heaven's decrees. 
Von little tenement, on that ſweet ſpot, 1623 
Adjoining to the widow's rural cot, 
Contains a youthful couple, not long ſince 
Made happy by the ſame benevolence. 
William, an eaſy and good-natured youth, 
Some months ago (I muſt declare the truth) 
Attended at a neighbouring country fair, 1629 
And met, by-chance, ſome young companions 
there. 
The day in innocent diverſion paſt, 
The ſhades of evening call'd them home at laſt; 
Unfortunately, William wander'd near 


Where martial mufic caught his liſt'ning ear, 


With mirth elated, and with liquor warm, 1635 


A ſoldier's life appear'd with every charm; 
13 Lt 
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Lured by perfuaſions youth could not reſiſt, 
William, alas! was tempted to enliſt. 

The night in rioting and noiſe was ſpent, 
The dawn of morning calm reflection lent, 
He-curſed his folly, mourn'd his wretched fate; 
Repentance follow'd, but it came too late. 
Creative fancy painted to his view, 

An aged mother, who ſubſiſtence drew 1644 


From his induſtry; her complaints, her cries, 


Infirm and poor, her ſad expiring ſighs, 
Vibrated in his ear: nor this alone, 

A deeper grief ſhook reaſon on her throne : 
The virtuous Eleanor, the village pride, 1649 
The hapleſs maid, his long-afhanced bride, 
Before him in imagination ſtood, 

With a heart-piercing look that froze his blood. 
In vain he wept, in vain entreaties uſed, 


By many ridiculed, by ſome abuſed; 


The cruel ſerjeant heard his artleſs tale, 1655 


Nor ſupplications could with him prevail; 
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With ſcornful ſmile he anſwer d, © honeſt man, 
Keep ſober for the future, if you can. 
The news was quickly thro' the village known, 
Where unaffetted ſympathy was ſhown 1660 
The wretched parent and forſaken maid, 
Who every mark of wild deſpair betray'd. 
To Fredrica the mournful tale was brought, 
With generous ſpeed the weeping pair ſhe 
ſought, 1664 
Their ſorrows ſooth'd, and promiſed to apply 
To one, who would not her requeſt deny. 
Active in virtue, prompt in doing good, 
Her application could not be withſtood. 
Her royal partner ſign'd the youth's releaſe, 
And bleſt the cottage with returning peace. 
Ere three days abſence William's friends had 
mourn'd, 1671 
Wich quick diſpatch the grateful youth returnd. 
Obeying Fredrica's rever'd commands, 


Three months ago! join'd their plighted hands. 
| 4 
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Content and peace now in their cottage reigns, 
And Fredrica their patroneſs remains. 1676 
That ſweet retreat, where nature joins with art, 
And each their beauties to the ſpot impart, 
Where Flora's hand profuſely decks the plain, 
And regularity and neatneſs reign, 1680 
The good, the worthy Janet there reſides, 
The dame who oer the village ſchool preſides, 


By Fredrica approved and patroniſed, 

Let not her occupation be deſpiſed ; 1684 

Though no polite accompliſhments are taught, 

No works of fancy by the needle wrought, 

Her pupils are inſtrutted to diſcern 

Virtue from vice, and good from evil learn. 

By her in piety and virtue rear'd, | 

The worthy creature is both lov'd and fear'd. 

Our villagers, in various labours ſpend 1691 

The day, the evening ſees thoſe labours end ; 

Then, through the vale, the fife's enlivening 
ſound | 

Is heard, while youthful peaſants trip around; 
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Their aged parents, happier ſtill than they, 
Rejoice to ſee them innocently gay, 1696 


Their mirth encourage with approving ſmiles, 
While tales of old the paſſing hour beguiles.” 
Our entertainer pauſing here awhile, 
Pardon me,” cried Eugenio with a ſmile, 


** So much above your ſtation you appear, 


What could induce you, fir, to ſettle here?“ 
Alas! my friend, from griefs yet unſubdued, 
I ſought retirement in this ſolitude.” 

The tear of recollection fill d his eye, 1705 
His boſom labour'd with a ſtifl'd ſigh. 
Would time permit me to relate my woes, 
Freely would I the mournful tale diſcloſe ; 
But ſee, my worthy partner in diſtreſs 1709 
Appears, and I my forrows mult reprels.” 
Now near the rural dwelling we approach'd, 
And further on the generous pair encroach'd. 
Our tea diſpatch'd, the parting hour drew nigh, 
The painful recollection cauſed a ſigh; 
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We felt concern'd to quit the ſweet retreat, 
And promiſed ſoon our viſit to repeat: 1716 
Do,“ ſaid the worthy paſtor, do, my friend, 
And let not here our ſhort acquaintance end. 
When next we meet, I promiſe to relate 

The mournful ſtory of my adverſe fate.” 1720 
John now appear'd, the dews of evening fell, 
We bid our generous hoſts a kind farewel, 
Left them, with reverence and reſpe inſpired, 
By characters deſervedly admired : 

Our hoſt and the fair Fredrica ſupplied 1725 
Subjects for converſation on our ride; 
Equally virtuous, amiable, and good, 

Such characters adorn a ſolitude, 

And while we both their gentle virtues praiſed, 
Both own'd our curioſity was raiſed. 1730 
Now ſwiftly on our journey we proceed, 
Which no misfortune happen'd to impede ; 
Now various ſounds approaching, once again, 


Proclaim'd us near the buſy haunts of men. 
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The clock ſtruck nine juſt as we enter'd town, 
And at my friend's Eugenio ſet me down, 
Wich mutual ſatisfaction and delight, 1737 
Pleaſed with our tour, we parted for the night, 
Not without hopes my wiſhes may prevail, 


Soon to return and hear the Vicar's tale. 


ON THE 


RETURN OF SIR SYDNEY SMITH. 


YE loyal ſons of Britain's ifle, who late 

Lamented gallant Hood's too early fate; 

Ve too, who ornament this favor'd place, 1743 

Adorn'd with every charm, with every grace, 

Ye Britiſh fair, whoſe gentle boſoms glow, 

With every virtue Heaven can beſtow, 

Whoſe generous boſoms heave compaſhon's 
fighs, 

While ſympathizing ſorrow fills your eyes; 
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As you the melancholy ſtory read, 

And in idea behold the hero bleed, 1 
Who, virtuous, active, vigilant, and brave, 
Glorioufly died, the Britiſh flag to ſave, 
In death's laſt pangs, with emulation fired, 
The hero, crown'd with viftory, expired; 
Weep and lament him ſtill; yet, for awhil, 
Let grief be baniſh'd for a grateful ſmile. 1 
While Britain's ſons one hero's fall deplor 
Another hero Providence reſtores : 

See gallant Sydney, all his ſufferings paſt, 
From Galhc tyranny eſcaped at laſt, 1 
Again returns to bleſs his native ſhore, 
And cheerfully recounts his dangers oer: 
Oh! ſweet reverſe, no priſon walls he fears, 
No guillotine, but {miles of welcome cheer: 
His ſafe return from Gallia's hoſtile plains 
Where now diſmay and wild confuſion reig 
The noble priſoner, guarded with ſuch ca 


Favor'd by Providence, eſcapes the ſnare: 1 
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Of no one crime, but bravery accuſed, 


For him each offer'd ranſom they refuſed, 


And their impriſon'd countrymen deſert, 
Rather than with the undaunted hero part. 
Welcome, brave Sydney, welcome once again, 
Safe from the dangers of the treacherous main: 


Oh! may each loyal Briton's heart now join, 


In grateful homage to that power divine, 1776 
Who ftretches forth his mighty arm to ſave, 
And ne'er deſerts the virtuous and the brave. 
Be England ſoon reſtor'd to her repoſe, 

Be Sydney {till the terror of our foes, 1780 
And ſtill may every Britiſh ſubject be, 
Throughout the world, famed for their loyalty : 
True to their king, firm in their country's cauſe, 
Join to repel the foe, and merit Heaven's ap- 


plauſe. 


THE END, 


